
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



WHEN THE WORLD GOES HOME 

BY HENRY BELLAMANN 

The sky remembers when a bird has passed 
And little wing-shaped waves forever flow 
Both east and west; as when the great sails go 
To Spain, the foam along their track is cast 
On shores most far away. Then when at last 
The world, like bird, like ship, goes home, and slow 
Tides sink, will rest above the air, below 
The sea, a wave of wing, of sail-bent mast. 

And shall I think your last frail breath can be 
More frail, more lost than these by air and sea? 
I wait to hear your last unfinished ^words 
There at the haven of immortal birds, 
There at the harbor of immortal ships, 
Your quick warm breath again upon my lips. 



WINTER BURIAL 

Earth, will you be kind to her? 
I give her back . . . 

Will your clumsy rocks and clay 
Break her silk and pearl and ivory 
To trash? . . . 

. . . or shall I see a little creeping flush 
of first flowers along that slope 
next Spring? 



